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DISCOURSE. 


Wisdom  hath  delivered  him  from  sorrow:  she  conducted  the 
just  through  right  ways  .—  Wisdom  x.  9. 

If  the  spectacle  which  I have  before  me  is 
one  of  melancholy,  I must  confess  that  it  like- 
wise offers  something  very  consoling.  Follow- 
ing the  impulse  of  your  hearts,  as  well  as  the 
aspirations  of  religion,  you  have  assembled  to 
pay  a last  tribute  to  a friend  and  a father. 
It  is  in  the  true  spirit  of  Christian  charity 
that  you  join  in  prayer  in  behalf  of  one  whose 
memory  shall  be  held  in  veneration.  Indeed, 
if  the  endowments  of  mind,  the  kindness  of 
heart  claim  our  admiration ; if  the  illustrious 
examples  of  virtue  command  our  respect ; if 
the  most  ardent  zeal  be  entitled  to  our  grati- 
tude, then  we  are  led  to  conclude  that  wTe  owe 
the  fullest  homage  of  admiration,  respect  and 
gratitude  to  the  memory  of  Father  Bakewell. 
But  of  what  use  can  our  feeble  tribute  be  to 
him  ? Will  our  voices  echo  in  his  grave  ? Will  it 
pierce  his  ears,  that  are  now  closed  to  every 
sound  until  the  trumpet  of  the  Archangel  shall 
summon  the  dead  before  the  tribunal  of  the 
Supreme  J udge  ? Shall  our  homage  rejoice  his 
heart,  sitting,  as  he  is,  in  the  shadow  of  Death  ? 
Dear  Brethren,  I must  confess  that  the  dead 
should  rather  feel  indignant  at  our  praises,  if 
referred  to  themselves,  but  we  know  that  when 
extolling  them  for  their  virtues  we  praise  God, 
the  only  source  of  all  that  is  good  and  holy, 
therefore  we  may  justly  affirm  that  His  elect 
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feel  a real  joy  when  praised  for  all  that  God 
has  done  in  their  behalf.  Moreover,  you  are  not 
to  think  that  I have  merely  in  view  to  excite 
in  you  a vain  admiration— this  I would  consider 
as  unworthy  of  my  sacred  ministry — give  me 
leave  to  say  that  I contemplate  something 
better.  I want  you  to  realize  the  truth  of  the 
old  saying,  examples  draw,  therefore  address- 
ing a lay  audience  I will  say  nothing  of  the 
sacerdotal  life  of  Father  Bakewell.  I knew  him 
when  still  in  the  world  and  I can  say,- without 
flattering  myself,  I then  possessed  all  his 
confidence,  I was  his  bosom  friend.  His  bright 
example,  though  imperfectly  described,  cannot 
fail  to  instruct  and  edify  you,  they  will  invite 
you  to  be  his  imitators  as  he  was  of  Christ. 

Of  the  early  age  of  Mr.  Bakewell  I know 
nothing ; I learned  from  him  that  he  was  born 
in  England,  in  the  town  of  Norwich  ; his  father 
was  a minister  of  the  Unitarian  Church ; he 
emigrated  with  his  family  to  the  United  States 
and  settled  first  in  Pennsylvania ; Mr.  Bakewell 
was  then  eleven  years  of  age.  He  made  his 
classical  studies  at  home,  under  his  father,  with 
his  three  other  brothers,  Robert,  William  and 
Francis.  After  having  completed  his  classics 
Robert,  who  felt  inclined  to  follow  the  career  of 
his  father,  was  directed  to  the  Episcopal  Semin- 
ary of  New  York.  At  that  time  a new  religious 
spirit  was  growing  in  England  under  the 
guidance  of  Dr.  Pusey,  and  a host  of  youths, 
no  less  remarkable  for  their  talents  and  learn- 


ing  than  for  their  moral  character  and  piety, 
were  flocking  to  the  Catholic  Church,  suffice  it 
to  name  Fathers  Newman,  Oakly,  Ward, 
Digby,  Faber,  &c.,  &c.  This  event  could 
not  be  ascribed  to  the  activity  of  Catholics, 
nor  to  the  predication  of  the  clergy,  nor  to  the 
works  of  writers,  nor  to  the  zeal  of  the  faith- 
ful, we  can  only  view  it  as  a manifestation  of  the 
same  Holy  Spirit  that  moved  the  waters  of  Chaos 
to  produce  order  and  light.  Thanks  to  the  easy 
and  frequent  communications  which  exist 
between  England  and  the  United  States,  and 
likewise  to  the  idiom  which  is  common  to  those 
two  nations,  Pusey’s  new  doctrine  was  soon 
made  manifest  through  America.  As  a mat- 
ter of  course,  professors  of  divinity  were  to 
adopt  Pusey’s  new  system  of  religion  and 
spread  it  among  their  pupils.  Mr.  Robert,  en- 
dowed with  a keen  insight  for  truth^  became  a 
great  admirer  of  Dr.  Pusey . He  delighted  in  the 
notion  of  hierarchy,  of  sacerdotal  power,  and 
felt  scorn  for  the  Protestant  maxim,  the  Bible 
and  the  Bible  alone  is  our  religion.  Soon 
after  Mr.  Robert  was  leaving  the  Seminary 
and  stepping  into  the  Catholic  Church.  The 
conversion  of  this  dear  brother  made  a deep 
impression  on  the  mind  of  Father  Bake  well,  for 
he  knew  him  to  be  clever,  judicious,  and  above 
all  that  no  human  motive  whatsoever  could 
induce  Robert  to  become  a Catholic  ; that, 
on  the  contrary,  such  a determination  was 
prejudicial  to  his  temporal  welfare,  severing 
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him  from  his  relations  and  friends,  and 
excluding  him  from  the  beautious  dignities 
of  a clergyman.  Still  Mr.  Bakewell  perse- 
vered a Protestant  two  or  three  years  more. 
During  that  period  he  had  several  religious 
discussions  with  Mr.  Robert,  the  result  thereof 
was  to  remove  his  inveterate  prejudices  against 
the  Catholic  Faith  and  to  shake  his  principles 
to  a great  extent.  However,  something  else 
was  required  to  secure  a complete  victory  of  the 
Catholic  Faith  in  that  youth.  We  all  know 
that  grace  alone  can  operate  true  conversions. 
Doubtless  faith  ought  to  be  free  as  well  any 
other  virtue  in  order  to  be  meritorious,  still  the 
assent  which  we  give  to  it  comes  not  from  our- 
selves alone,  but  is  also  from  God.  Such  is 
the  teaching  of  the  Catholic  Church  against  tbte 
famous  English  heresiarch,  Pelagius.  In  faith, 
the  assent  to  revealed  truths  commands  the 
conviction  of  the  mind  and  the  persuasion  of 
the  heart,  two  things  which  grace  alone  can 
operate.  Predication  can  strike  the  ears,  but 
proves  inadequate  to  convert  the  heart.  The 
Jews  heard  the  discourse  of  our  Lord  ; many 
witnessed  His  miracles  and  still  persevered  in 
their  obduracy.  However,  though  conversion 
be  due  exclusively  to  grace,  we  are  free  to  give 
or  to  refuse  our  assent  to  its  inspirations,  and 
therefore,  we  must  confess  that  it  requires  from 
us  certain  dispositions.  In  spite  of  the  ignor- 
ance which  is  one  of  the  chief  miseries  of  our 
fallen  nature  and  the  most  grievous  penalty  of 
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sin,  every  man  outside  the  true  fold  of  Christ  as 
well  as  within  it  possesses  a sure  guide  to  arrive 
at  truth,  viz.,  conscience.  Conscience  is 
indeed  the  light  which  enlightens  every  man 
in  this  world,  whether  he  be  born  in  heathen 
darkness  or  in  the  light  of  revealed  religion  ; 
whether  he  be  a slave  of  some  superstition  or 
in  possession  of  some  part  of  the  Scripture  ; 
in  any  case  he  has  within  his  breast  a certain 
commanding  dictate,  not  a mere  sentiment,  not 
a mere  opinion,  or  impression,  or  view  of  things, 
but  a law,  an  authority,  bidding  him  do  certain 
things  and  avoid  others.  We  cannot  doubt 
this  truth  without  being  at  war  with  the  teach- 
ing of  the  Gospel.  St.  Paul  positively  affirms  that 
not  only  God  wills  all  men  to  be  saved,  but  also  to 
come  to  the  knowledge  of  the  truth.  Are  we  not 
to  conclude  that  he  has,  and  must  have,  supplied 
every  one  with  the  necessary  means  to  arrive  at 
the  truth  ? But  if  so,  how  comes  it  that  there 
are  so  few  converts  ? We  should  bear  in  mind 
that,  great  as  may  be  the  desire  of  God  to  see 
all  of  us  believe  the  doctrine  which  His  Divine 
Son  has  brought  from  heaven,  he  by  no  means 
forces  our  will;  therefore,  it  is  not  in  God,  but 
in  ourselves,  that  we  should  look  for  the  solution 
of  this  objection.  If  you  ask,  why  there  are 
so  many  who  did  not  arrive  at  the  knowledge 
of  truth,  I reply  : because  we  have  all  a na- 
tural dislike  for  it.  Did  you  notice  that  in  the 
history  of  the  Passion  of  our  Lord,  the  governor, 
Pontius  Pilate,  addressed  to  him  the  strange 
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question  : What  is  truth  ? And,  what  is  more 
strange  still,  this  crafty  politician  did  not  wait 
for  an  answer,  but  immediately  turned  his  back 
to  our  Lord.  Oh  how  many  Pilates  in  our  days  ! 
How  many  seem  to  be  in  earnest  when  inquiring 
about  truth,  and  who  would  be  very  sorry  to  dis- 
cover it ! The  reason  is,  Dear  Brethren,  that 
truth*binds  to  sacrifice.  When  I say  to  a young 
man : be  chaste,  do  I not  affirm  a truth  ? When  I 
say  to  a young  lady:  be  not  a slave  to  all  the  vani- 
ties of  the  world, shake  off  that  disorderly  craving 
for  luxury  and  pleasures,  be  pious  and  modest, 
and  bear  in  mind  that  your  life  is  intended  for 
something  greater  than  dancing  and  novel-read- 
ing, do  I not  affirm  a truth?  When  I say  to  a 
man,  whose  hands  are  defiled  with  dishonesty 
and  injustice:  restore  what  you  have  stolen,  do  I 
not  likewise  affirm  a truth  ? I do  indeed,  but  at 
the  same  time  am  I not  requiring  from  them  a 
real  sacrifice  ? Here  you  have  the  chief  cause 
of  the  small  number  of  conversions. 

Now  to  resume  my  subject,  Mr.  Bakewell,  a 
lover  of  truth,  was  unable  to  shrink  from  it ; 
therefore,  as  the  religious  discussions  with  his 
brother  had  left  some  doubts  in  his  mind,  he 
resolved  to  investigate  all  the  dogmas  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  and  devoted  two  years  to  that 
study.  And  a thing  worthy  of  notice  isthat  the 
dogma  which  frightens  away  the  bulk  of  Pro- 
testants from  the  Church  was  precisely  the 
one  which  attracted  him  to  her,  viz.,  confes- 
sion. It  would  be  highly  interesting  to  search 
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the  motives  which  have  determined  all  the  con- 
versions which  have  taken  place  in  our  age.  We 
could  not  help  admiring  the  wisdom  of  Divine 
Providence,  which  resorts  to  sundry  different 
ways  to  bring  to  the  fold  so  many  scattered 
souls.  It  is  indeed  wonderful  to  see  how  in  His 
infinite  mercy  He  accommodates  His  grace  to 
our  natural  disposition,  or  sometimes  makes  it 
depend  on  things  trifling  and  even  of  itself  in 
opposition  with  the  very  nature  of  grace. 
Who,  for  instance,  could  have  ever  thought 
that  when  St.  Paul  was  riding  to  Damascus 
for  the  very  purpose  of  persecuting  the 
Christians  of  that  place,  our  Lord  would 
come  to  meet  him  and  convert  him.  To  speak  of 
conversions  of  a more  recent  date,  Mr.  Digby, 
the  author  of  the  learned  work  on  the  middle 
age,  having  entered  a Catholic  Church  on  the 
feast  of  All  Saints,  more  through  curiosity 
than  devotion,  the  Gospel  of  the  day  made 
upon  his  mind  an  impression  like  that  which  St. 
Anthony  received  on  a similar  circumstance. 
This  Gospel  is  on  the  eight  beatitudes,  well 
adapted  indeed  to  recall  the  virtues  of  the 
saints.  Mr.  Digby  hearing  the  Word  of  Life 
began  to  say  to  himself,  here  our  Lord 
is  proclaiming  blessed  the  poor  in  spirit, 
the  clean  of  heart,  those  that  are  doing  penance 
for  their  sins.  Could  I doubt  that  the  Church 
which  He  has  established  has  realized  those  vir- 
tues ? but  where  will  I look  for  this  reality  ? not 
in  the  Protestant  Church  of  England,  whose 
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first  work  was  to  condemn  vows  of  poverty  and 
chastity  and  to  reject  penance  as  an  injury 
to  the  merits  of  Christ.  Mr.  Digby  turned 
then  to  the  Catholic  Church,  and  found  what  he 
was  looking  for,  and  a short  time  after  Mr. 
Digby  was  a Catholic.  The  well  known  Father 
Faber,  whose  premature  death  was  mourned  by 
all  England, and  who  was  termed  by  Queen  Vic- 
toria herself  the  most  devoted  among  her  sub- 
jects, was  converted  by  the  occasion  of  a medal 
of  the  Blessed  Virgin,  which  he  consented  to 
accept  from  the  hands  of  a lady,  during  a voyage 
through  Italy.  Doctor  Newman’s  conversion 
may  be  traced  back  to  the  study  of  the  Coun- 
cil of  Trent.  But  perhaps  the  conversion  of 
several  doctors  of  Cambridge  is  more  wonderful 
still.  Before  the  time  of  the  so-called  Refor- 
mation, many  churches  in  England  had  their 
walls  painted,  and  those  paintings  were  just  the 
same  as  those  which  are  to  be  found  in  our  time, 
representing  the  mysteries  of  our  Lord,  some 
particular  instances  of  the  life  of  the  Blessed 
Virgin  Mary  or  of  other  saints  ; the  partizans  of 
the  Reformation  to  avoid  a greater  work  thought 
that  they  had  better  whitewash  the  walls  and 
hide  those  paintings.  A few  years  ago  the  di- 
vines of  England, and  particularly  those  who  had 
been  brought  up  in  the  University  of  Cambridge, 
thought  the  surest  way  to  the  true  Faith  was  to 
study  religious  monuments.  They  were  right, for 
monuments  bear  testimony  to  the  faith  of  their 
age.  They  began  therefore  to  take  off  the 
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whitewashing  and  the  old  paintings  reappeared* 
Some  of  those  churches  dated  from  the  10th 
and  11th  centuries,  hence  they  were  forced  to 
acknowledge  that  in  that  remote  time  the  Catho- 
lic Faith  was  the  same  as  in  our  days  and  this 
consideration  brought  many  of  them  to  the 
Church.  For  Mr.  Bake  well,  the  means  which 
Divine  Providence  used  to  attract  him  to  the 
one  fold  was  confession.  Of  all  the  tenets  of  the 
Catholic  Church,  there  is  none  which  has  been 
brought  into  a greater  contempt,  and  none  more 
outraged  than  confession.  Mr.  Bakewell  had  re- 
peatedly heard  the  Protestant  pulpit  re-echoing 
blasphemies  against  that  divine  institution  ; but 
meanwhile  he  had  read  in  the  Book  of  Common 
Prayer  that  if  any  one  wants  to  confess  the  min- 
ister is  in  duty  bound  to  hear  him,  and  to  recite 
over  him  the  words  of  absolution  as  prescribed  in 
the  Church  of  Rome.  He  was  at  a loss  to  recon- 
cile the  conduct  of  Protestant  ministers  with 
such  tenets  of  the  Church  of  England.  If  con- 
fession be  such  a horrid  thing  as  they  proclaim 
why  then  prescribe  it  ? This  consideration 
was  puzzling  his  mind  ; he  read  attentively 
several  Catholic  books  which  treat  of  the 
sacrament  of  penance,  and  became  convinced 
that  the  Catholic  dogma  concerning  confession 
rests  on  most  solid  grounds.  Then  he  began 
to  feel  a most  earnest  desire  of  confessing  his 
sins  ; this  desire  grew  stronger  and  stronger 
every  day,  so  much  so  that  he  felt  very 
unhappy  because  he  could  not  satisfy  it.  The 
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rev.  minister, who  had  a special  affection  for  Mr. 
Bakewell  soon  discovered  that  some  thing 
strange  was  troubling  the  mind  of  that  pious 
young  man,  and  calling  him  one  day  after  ser- 
vice he  asked  him  the  cause  of  his  sadness. 
Rev.  Sir,  says  Mr.  Bakewell,  I want  to  go 
to  confession.  Nonsense,  replied  the  minister, 
with  a sneer ; and  then  a discussion  ensued 
between  the  minister  and  his  disciple.  The  min- 
ister resorted  to  all  sorts  of  arguments  to  dispel 
from  Mr.  Bakewell’s  mind  what  he  termed 
Catholic  notions,  but  all  to  no  purpose.  Mr. 
Bakewell  was  a man  of  sound  judgement  and 
empty  declamations  could  not  satisfy  him.  Then 
by  an  inconsistency  which  nothing  could  justify , 
the  minister  said  to  Mr.  Bakewell : Since 

you  insist  upon  going  to  confession,  the  Book 
of  Common  Prayer  declares  that  I have  the 
power  to  hear  you,  I am  ready.  It  was  more 
than  Mr.  Bakewell  could  bear.  Sir,  said  he, 
you  have  just  told  me  that  confession  is  absurd, 
contrary  to  the  teaching  of  Christ,  that  it  is 
priest’s  invention,  a source  of  immorality, 
and  now  you  expect  to  hear,  me;  permit  me 
to  say  that  I will  never  confess  to  a man 
who  has  no  faith  in  confession,  this  looks 
too  absurd  ; I will  apply  to  a priest,  for  he 
believes,  and  I do  believe  with  him,  that  Christ 
has  placed  in  his  hands  the  two-fold  power  of 
loosing  and  binding.  A few  days  after  Mr. 
Bakewell  was  received  into  the  bosom  of  the 
Church. 
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Mr.  Bake  well  had  been  a most  zealous  mem- 
ber of  the  Protestant  Church,  he  became  still  a 
more  fervent  Catholic.  I dare  affirm  that  he  was 
an  example  to  the  whole  congregation  of 
Toledo.  No  one  was  more  attentive  to  his  religi- 
ous duties,  or  more  edifying,  whilst  he  was 
highly  respected  by  Protestants  and  Catholics. 
The  former  bewailed  his  leaving,  as  much  as 
the  latter  greeted  his  coming. 

It  is  a remark  which  has  been  made  concern- 
ing Protestant  converts  that  they  have  a pecu- 
liar devotion  to  the  Blessed  Sacrament,  such 
was  the  case  with  Mr.  Bake  well.  The  God  of 
the  tabernacle  became  the  centre  of  all  his 
affection.  It  seems  that  he  wanted  to  atone 
for  so  many  years  past  without  paying  the  hom- 
age so  justly  due  to  the  Most  Holy  Sacra- 
ment. Suffice  it  to  say  that  though  he  was 
engaged  in  mercantile  pursuits,  he  attended 
mass  every  day,  winter  and  summer,  and 
please  notice  that  the  church  was  not 
heated,  because  of  the  povertjr  of  the  congrega- 
tion. At  that  time  hearing  mass  daily  was  not  the 
only  homage  that  pious  young  man  paid  to  Jesus 
in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  When  his  business 
was  closed  he  never  failed  to  visit  Him  again, 
sometimes  during  half-an-hour,  very  often  much 
longer.  And  how  did  he  stand  in  the  presence 
of  his  Lord  ? You  would  have  confounded  him 
with  the  angels  who  surround  the  tabernacle. 
It  seems  that  I still  see  him  in  that  poor  wooden 
church,  on  his  knees  behind  a pillar,  his  eyes 
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cast  down,  his  face  shining  with  the  sacred 
flames  of  his  loving  heart.  Father  Faber  calls 
the  Blessed  Sacrament  the  magnet  of  souls.  A 
pure  soul  lures  him  as  a miser  lures  gold  with  an 
irresistible  fascination ; she  looks  upon  it  as  her 
own  property,  in  fact  it  belongs  to  her  in  a 
way,  and  with  an  intimacy  which  angels  cannot 
share.  It  is  reported  of  some  saints  that  they 
lived  exclusively  on  the  Holy  Eucharist.  W e are 
by  no  means  bound  to  believe  those  miraculous 
effects  of  that  sacrament,  though  they  rest  on 
solid  authorities ; but  what  I want  to  say  is, 
that  Mr.  Bake  well  was  one  of  those  pious  souls 
who  had  always  an  affection  for  the  Holy  Com- 
munion. Every'  Sunday  and  Holy-day  he  partook 
of  this  heavenly  bread,  and  under  the  influence 
of  our  Lord,  prostrated  on  his  bended  knees, 
during  his  thanksgiving,  he  would  give  vent  to  all 
the  feelings  of  adoration  and  love  for  the  Divine 
guest  who  vouchsafed  to  dwell  in  his  heart,  then 
he  seemed  to  be  in  ecstacy . How  often  I went  to 
interrupt  his  contemplation,  thinking  that  it  was 
more  than  his  frail  constitution  could  bear.  A 
man  who  had  such  a love  for  our  Lord  could  not 
fail  to  have  a tender  devotion  to  the  Blessed  Vir- 
gin. He  knew  too  well  the  share  which  she  had 
in  the  mystery  of  our  redemption  and  that  she 
had  been  given  as  a mother  to  all  Christians. 
All  his  confidence  was  in  her  powerful  inter- 
cession. One  of  the  devotions  which  he  adopted 
in  her  honor  was  the  recitation  of  the  Rosary. 
I do  not  believe  that  he  omitted  it  a single  day 
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after  his  conversion.  But  all  those  who  had  the 
happiness  of  being  acquainted  with  Mr.  Bake- 
well  know  that  the  virtue  which  shone  in  him 
with  more  eclat  was  kindess.  Indeed  if  kind- 
ness be,  according  to  the  definition  of  Father 
Faber,  the  overflowing  of  self  upon  others, 
or  putting  others  in  the  place  of  self,  we 
must  confess  that  this  virtue  was  holding  a most 
prominent  place  in  the  heart  of  Mr.  Bake- 
well.  Writing  one  day  to  a dear  brother  he  said, 
I don’t  think  that  I am  a selfish  man.  No  he 
was  not ; whether  he  waited  on  his  superiors  or 
ministered  to  his  inferiors,  or  acted  with  his 
equals,  his  works  have  always  been  marked  by 
prodigality,  which  warmed  the  hearts  of  those 
who  were  its  object ; he  was  a business  man  and 
in  a situation  to  make  a fortune,  still  he  looked 
upon  money  merely  as  a means  of  doing  good 
to  others.  His  father  invested  all  that  he  pos- 
sessed in  the  State  Bank.  And  that  bank,  which 
was  considered  as  an  antidemocratic  institution 
by  General  Jackson,  was  suppressed,  and  Mr. 
Bakewell’s  father  was  consequently  ruined  ; but 
he  found  in  his  son  a generous  support.  And 
when  this  noble-hearted  youth  resolved  to  leave 
the  world  and  become  a priest,  he  bequeathed  all 
his  properties  to  his  dear  father.  I am  not 
ashamed  to  proclaim  that  I have  myself  been 
the  object  of  his  liberality.  When  sent  by  my 
Bishop  to  take  charge  of  the  Congregation  of 
Toledo  I soon  perceived  that  the  most  urgent 
want  of  that  Congregation  was  schools,  for  ovor 
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a thousand  children  were  loitering  in  the 
streets.  But  it  was  not  an  easy  mat- 
ter to  find  the  necessary  funds,  haying 
still  a heavy  balance  to  pay  on  the  church, 
and  its  revenue  hardly  sufficient  for  the  sup- 
port of  the  priest.  In  spite  of  these  difficulties 
I resolved  to  go  to  work,  I applied  to  Mr. 
Bakewell,  who  consented  to  give  all  the  lumber 
for  the  schools,  and  they  were  built.  One  year 
after  I came  to  Montreal  to  get  the  Christian 
Brothers,  but  did  not  succeed.  Visiting  the  other 
religious  establishments,  I found  the  Grey 
Nuns  willing  to  come  to  Toledo  ; this  was  pro- 
vidential, for  I had  a large  number  of  orphans 
and  none  to  take  care  of  them.  But  where 
shall  I place  them  ? I had  neither  house  nor 
money  ;•  here  again  Mr.  Bakewell  became  my 
refuge.  Scarcely  had  I communicated  my  pro- 
ject to  him  than  he  offered  two  of  his  houses  to 
receive  the  nuns  and  orphans.  God  Almighty 
has  showered  His  blessings  upon  that  establish- 
ment, which  numbers  to  day  above  one  hundred 
orphans,  well  clad  and  well  fed,  and  they  have 
added  to  it  an  hospital  which  is  now  most 
flourishing.  I must  not  pass  over  in  silence  some 
other  illustrations  "of  the  kindness  of  Mr. 
Bakewell.  One  day  after  a visit  to  some  poor 
families  I spoke  to  him  of  the  distress  which  I 
had  found  ; this  sad  description  drew  tears  from 
his  eyes  and  filled  his  heart  with  compassion. 
He  then  said  : Father  Gampion,  I know  that  the 
income  of  your  Church  does  not  allow  you  the 
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sufficient  means  to  help  so  many  poor  families, 
please  send  them  all  to  me  ; I will  do  my  best 
to  relieve  them.  Does  it  not  seem,  Beloved 
Brethren,  that  we  hear  our  Lord  saying : 
Come  to  Me  all  you  that  labour  and  are 
heavy  laden  and  I will  refresh  you.  Dear 
Brethren,  you  are  aware  that  the  rich,  who 
are  most  conspicuous  for  their  charity  to  the 
poor,  do  not  deprive  themselves  of  what  they 
consider  the  necessaries  of  their  condition  in  the 
world ; they  indulge  in  all  comforts  of  life  ; 
their  table  is  well  supplied,  their  house  well 
furnished,  and  nothing  is  wanting  in  their  attire  ; 
they  practice  the  old  saying,  first  to  me,  then 
to  thee.  Mr.  Bakewell  did  not  thus  under- 
stand the  precept  of  charity  ; he  shared 
with  the  poor  not  only  the  superfluities,  but  the 
necessaries  of  life.  In  order  to  have  more  to  give 
he  left  the  comfortable  house  in  which  he  lived 
and  confined  himself  to  an  old  garret,  the  pro- 
perty of  his  brother-in-law, where  all  his  furniture 
consisted  of  a table  and  a few  chairs.  He  had 
purchased  a tin  pot,  five  or  six-pence  worth, 
wherein  he  boiled  his  coffee  morning  and  even- 
ing, and  he  took  with  it  a morsel  of  dry  bread. 
His  dinner  he  used  to  take  in  a hotel,  at  the 
rate  of  25  cents ; for  his  clothing,  it  was  in  pro- 
portion with  his  diet,  more  than  once,  when 
I found  it  too  worn,  I felt  it  my  duty  to  warn 
him  that  it  was  time  to  purchase  a newsuit. 

All  these  illustrations  are  doubtless  suffi- 
cient to  evince  the  kind  heart  of  Mr.  Bake 
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well ; but  there  is  another  one  which  I 
should  not  omit,  it  being  more  heroical : Mr. 
Bakewell  was  not  satisfied  to  give  to  the  poor 
all  that  he  possessed,  he  carried  charity  fur- 
ther still ; how  often  whilst  visiting  the  poor  he 
was  seen  helping  them  in  their  own  work.  I 
remember  that  an  aged  woman,  who  lived  in  the 
backwood,  one  or  two  miles  from  the  city,  told 
me  one  day  that  Mr.  Bakewell  was  coming 
every  week  to  her  shanty,  to  saw  and  split  her 
firewood.  Having  been  a druggist  he  had  a 
certain  knowledge  of  medicine,  and  when 
it  came  to  his  ears  that  some  poor  persons  were 
sick,  and  unable  to  pay  for  a doctor,  he  was 
immediately  in  attendance,  fearing  no 
contagious  disease.  From  all  this  you  may  con- 
clude that  Mr.  Bakewell  was  perfectly  quali- 
fied for  the  Holy  Ministry,  which  had  constantly 
been  the  object  of  his  desires  since  his  con- 
version. I had  the  happiness  to  help  him  in 
the  accomplishment  of  his  designs.  I came 
with  him  to  Montreal  in  1857,  and  he  entered 
the  Seminary  to  begin  the  course  of  ecclesias- 
tical studies. 

We  have  regarded  him  as  an  example  to 
youth  in  the  world,  from  this  moment  he 
becomes  the  model  of  those  who  belong  to 
the  Sanctuary.  If  he  had  been  pious  and  edi- 
fying in  the  lively  and  dangerous  scenes  through 
which  he  had  past,  he  is  much  more  zealous 
for  the  sublime  virtues  of  his  holy  vocation,  in  the 
sacred  retirement  to  which  God  had  called  him. 
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His  fellow  students  would  bear  willing  tes- 
timony to  the  ardor  and  unremitting  toil,  with 
which  he  pursued  that  knowledge  which  ought 
to  adorn  the  ecclesiastical  profession.  It  is  thus 
only  that  he  could  have  acquired  that  immense 
store  of  erudition.  Scholastic  Theology  he 
knew  thoroughly,  and  he  grew  familiar  with  all 
the  difficulties  which  it  contains.  But  we  should 
entertain  a very  erroneous  opinion  of  his  occu- 
pation at  this  period  did  we  imagine  that  learn- 
ing, however  noble  and  holy,  was  his  chief 
pursuit.  His  great  object,  and  that  to  which 
every  thing  else  was  subservient,  was  his 
sanctification  ; his  most  ardent  desire  was  that 
Christ  might  dwell  by  faith  in  his  heart,  and 
that  being  rooted  and  founded  in  charity  he 
might  be  able  to  comprehend,  with  all  the  saints, 
what  is  the  breadth  and  length  and  height  and 
depth,  to  know  also  the  charity  of  Christ  which 
surpasseth  $11  knowledge.  His  occupation,  there- 
fore, was  not  only  study,  it  was  prayer ; and  it 
was  meditating  on  holy  things,  that  M.  Bakewell 
prepared  himself  to  become  what  we  have  known 
him,  a priest  worthy  of  his  sacred  character,  a 
pastor  full  of  zeal  and  charity. 

But  alas ! he  is  no  more,  he  has  departed ; 
however,  his  good  works  remain,  he  yet  lives  in 
the  fruits  of  his  labors  ; his  services  to  religion  in 
this  country  can  never  be  forgotten.  Mr.  Bake- 
well is  no  more,  but  his  virtues  have  survived  ; 
his  bright  example  shines  steadily  before  you 
and  claims  your  imitation.  If  you  truly 
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revere  his  memory,  follow  his  example.  If  you 
want  to  know  his  virtues,  practice  them  your- 
selves. If  you  feel  gratitude  for  his  zeal  and 
charity,  forget  not  his  lessons,  despise  not  his 
exhortations  and  entreaties,  which  he  often  ad- 
dressed to  you  from  this  pulpit.  If  you  would 
prove  to  him  your  gratitude,  pray  for  him,  for, 
despite  his  zeal  and  noble  virtue,  he  may  still 
need  your  prayers.  But  forgive  me  if  I dwell  on 
this  point;  young  men  here  present,  it  is  to  you  in 
particular  that  I have  proposed  Mr.  Bake  well 
as  a model.  Learn  from  him  to  value  the 
prize  for  which  you  run.  Learn  from  him  that 
they  who  are  in  earnest  about  the  salvation  of 
their  souls  do  not  lead  an  idle  and  tepid  life, 
much  less,  a vicious  life.  Learn  from  him  what 
violence  the  Kingdom  of  Heaven  suffers, 
and  who  are  the  violent  that  bear  it  away. 
Learn  from  him  to  deny  yourselves,  to  take  up 
your  cross  and  follow  your  Divine  Leader. 
Learn  from  his  examples  to  love  God  above  all 
things,  with  all  your  heart  and  mind  and 
strength,  and  your  neighbor  as  yourselves,  to  be 
zealous  for  every  good  work,  merciful  to  the 
poor,  charitable  and  kind  to  all.  Learn  from 
him  to  seek  in  all  things  your  sanctification, 
by  doing  every  thing  for  God’s  sake,  and  in 
conformity  to  His  holy  will,  and  then  you  will 
receive  on  your  last  day  a never-fading  crown 
of  glory. 
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A few  remarks  on  the  clerical  life  of  the  Rev. 
Father  Bakewell  by  one  of  his  intimate 
friends . 

Dear  Father  Campion  has  done  a work  of  love. 
He  has  given  a good  lecture  on  our  dear  de- 
parted friend,  the  Rev.  Father  Bakewell.  Many 
a grateful  heart  was  longing  to  hear  the  praises 
of  a father,  a friend,  a brother,  for  it  will  be  free- 
ly acknowledged  that  he  was  all  that,  to  those 
who  were  under  his  care.  For  himself  he  was 
nothing,  he  had  nothing,  and,  would  you  believe 
him,  he  required  nothing.  But  for  others  he 
was  everything,  for  others  in  need  he  seemed  to 
want  nothing,  he  would  sacrifice  everything  to 
relieve  them  in  their  necessities,  and  these  ne- 
cessities he  would  see  before  they  were  exposed, 
and  feel  more  keenly  than  if  they  were  his  own. 
Let  those  speak  who  were  his  particular  friends, 
those  families  who  had  given  him  their  confi- 
dence, let  his  penitents  speak.  But  no,  they 
will  all  feel,  as  I do  myself,  that  the  heart  must 
keep  its  feelings  to  itself,  for  it  can  find  no 
words  to  express  them.  Ask  that  poor  woman, 
bereft  of  a husband,  of  a son,  of  a daughter, 
what  part  Father  Bakewell  took  in  her  afflic- 
tions, what  efforts  he  made  to  console  her,  what 
tears  he  mingled  with  hers ; she  could  not 
answer  you,  save  by  a new  flow  of  tears.  We 
have  seen  him  running  to  those  afflicted  fam- 
ilies, now  crying  with  them,  now  endeavoring 
to  console  them,  now  praying  for  their  departed 
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friend,  now  soliciting  others  to  visit  them. 
How  many  times  has  he  begged  of  me,  with 
all  the  earnestness  that  true  charity  can  inspire, 
to  visit  such  families.  But  you  must  go,  he 
would  say,  but  you  cannot  refuse,  but  you 
do  not  know  how  much  a friendly  visit  is 
required  there  at  the  present  time.  No,  I must 
say  that  I never  saw  charity  and  self-denial 
exist  in  such  a degree  of  perfection  as  it  did 
in  our  dear  Father  Bakewell.  What  could 
make  him  feel  unhappy  in  this  world  ? Any 
privations  of  his  own  ? No,  but  miseries  in 
others  that  he  could  not  relieve,  this  did  make 
him  unhappy.  Feeling  for  poverty  that  he 
could  not  relieve,. he  would  frequently  say: 
my  dear,  what  can  a man  do  in  such  a case,  no, 
but  do  tell  me  what  to  do.  Speaking  of  what 
he  had  when  in  the  world,  and  reflecting  that 
he  had  not  now  a cent  to  answer  such  an 
urging  call,  I have  seen  him  cry  with  grief.  But 
my  dear  Father  Bakewell,  what  did  you  do 
with  all  that  God  gave  you  ? When  you  were 
a child,  you  could  not  even  keep  your  pocket- 
money  for  yourself,  the  poor  should  get  all. 
Did  you  not  give  all  in  good  works?  Ah  ! 
had  Father  Bakewell  loved  the  world,  and  the 
goods  of  this  world,  his  wealth  would  have  been 
in  proportion  with  that  of  his  family.  But  his 
poverty  was  the  Gospel  poverty,  a voluntary 
poverty  ; his  own  kind  heart  alone  had  made 
him  poor.  And  all  this  he  would  have  no  one 
know  but  God,  and  nothing  would  pain  him 
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more  than  to  think  that  people  knew  and  no- 
ticed his  good  works.  If  ever  the  good-hearted 
Irish  of  Montreal  persecuted  their  dear  Father 
Bakewell,  it  was  in  March,  1869,  when  they 
lavished  upon  him  so  much  well-deserved  praise 
for  his  eloquent  sermon  on  St.  Patrick’s  Day, 
and  by  running  in  crowds  after  the  printed 
copies  of  that  same  sermon.  Never  was  his  mod- 
esty so  much  wounded  as  when  he  saw  his 
sermon  sold  on  the  public  streets.  He  did  not 
not  know  how  to  show  his  face,  when  passing 
through  the  street  some  little  newsvender,  not 
knowing  him,  would  run  up  and  ask  him  to  buy 
one  of  the  Kev.  Father  BakewelVs  most  eloquent 
sermons  ; but  through  pity  for  those  poor  boys, 
he  has  been  noticed  buying  from  them  his  own 
sermon.  He  longed  to  see  the  excitement  over, 
and  so  did  others  who  felt  for  him  and  said  : 
it  is  really  a cruelty  towards  the  poor  man. 
The  only  consolation  I could  give  him  was  to 
say,  your  sermon  is  making  money  for  many 
who  want  it ; such  and  such  a poor  boy  made 
a dollar  a day  selling  your  sermon.  Yes,  speak 
of  the  happiness  of  others,  of  their  comfort,  of 
their  success,  of  their  virtues,  you  were  sure  to 
please  him,  but  if  you  wished  to  change  his  coun- 
tenance, to  make  him  cross,  to  spend  an  unhappy 
moment  with  him  ; you  should  say  a few  words 
in  praise  of  himself ; I say  a few  words  for  I 
defy  any  one  to  praise  him  long.  He  would  soon 
change  the  subject,  or  become  so  angry  and 
unpleasant  that  you  should  cease.  If  ever  he 
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told  me  of  any  good  works  of  his  youth,  it  was 
for  his  neighbour’s  welfare  and  demand- 
ing a promise  never  to  mention  it.  For 
instance,  he  was  very  anxious  to  promote  friendly 
feelings  between  the  Protestants  and  Catholics. 
He  would,  of  course  give  no  sanction  to  error, 
but  he  would  have  given  his  heart  and  his  life  for 
those  who  were  in  error.  He  hated  to  hear  a 
harsh  word  said  of  a man  because  he  was  a Pro- 
testant ; he  would  defend  him  with  all  his  might. 
He  would  relate  all  that  he  could  bring  to  his 
mind  of  the  kindness  and  virtuous  conduct  of 
many  Protestants,  in  order  to  convince  us  more 
and  more, that  they  were  in  good  faith,  perfectly 
persuaded  that  they  were  right,  and  doing  all  in 
their  power  to  serve  God  and  their  neighbour. 
And  it  was  to  convince  me  of  this  that  he  told 
me  of  himself,  how  he  would,  in  his  youth,  de- 
vote his  pocket-money  to  the  buying  of  religious 
tracts  and  penny  books  to  scatter  among  the 
poor  and  ignorant.  The  conclusion  was  that  he 
was  not  the  only  sincere  Protestant.  Thou- 
sands, he  would  say,  belong  to  the  soul  of  the 
Church,  who  are  separated  from  her  outward 
body.  Did  it  please  God  to  show  them  this 
one  visible  fold  under  one  visible  head  they 
would  lose  no  time  in  joining  it,  this  is  indeed 
what  we  witness  every  day.  What  excited  his 
indignation  was  the  conduct  of  wicked  Catholics 
who,  by  their  bad  example,  kept  Protestants 
from  the  pale  of  the  Church.  Such  Catholics  are 
by  their  faith  members  of  the  one  Church,  but 
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they  arc  dead  branches  which  disfigure,  in  the 
eyes  of  many,  the  beautiful  tree  of  life  ; they  are 
indeed  in  the  net  of  the  Divine  Fisherman,  but 
they  are  the  bad  fish, which  must  be  cast  into  the 
sea ; they  are  indeed  in  the  one  field  of  the  Good 
Husbandman,  but  they  are  not  the  wheat,  but 
the  tares  which  must  be  bound  up  in  bundles  to 
be  burned. 

Another  cause  of  grief  to  Father  Bake  well 
was  the  bigotry  of  many  Protestants  who,  yield- 
ing to  sectarian  blindness,  would  pretend  to  do 
the  justice  of  God  by  lying  and  slandering, 
eagerly  catching  at  every  thing  disgraceful  to 
Catholics  howsoever  unfounded,  but  obstinately 
rejecting  whatever  might  be  to  their  credit, 
spreading  their  collection  of  lies  and  infamies 
by  word  and  print  amongst  the  upright  and 
unsuspecting  Protestants  of  the  country,  who 
swallow  it  as  bread  from  Heaven.  Father 
Bake  well  with  all  his  excessive  kindness  could 
find  no  justification  for  such  a willful  and  deter- 
mined war  against  the  Church  of  Christ ; and 
indeed  if  such  people  would  seek  for  truth  as 
eagerly  as  they  seek  lies,  how  soon  would  they 
find  it.  But  for  those  who  had  found  the  truth, 
and  followed  it  at  the  sacrifice  of  every  tempo- 
ral interest,  these  Father  Bakewell  loved 
indeed,  and  it  was  not  safe  to  venture  a word 
against  them  in  his  presence,  it  were  too  much 
for  his  loving  heart  to  bear.  He  esteemed 
self-sacrifice  for  truth  and  virtue  too  highly  not 
to  excuse  any  shade  of  imperfection  that  might 
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still  be  apparent  in  them.  Self-sacrifice  was 
his  daily  occupation,  it  seemed  to  be  his  food  ; 
disgusting  sick  calls  night  and  day,  bad  breath 
of  the  confessional,  running  to  the  pulpit  with- 
out any  other  preparation  but  a short  and 
fervent  prayer,  when  charity  or  duty  required  it, 
nothing  would  frighten  him.  And  oh ! how 
joyfully  would  he  ascend  the  pulpit  when  he 
could  say  : I have  had  no  time  to  prepare,  I 

can  give  nothing  of  my  own,  now  I can  fairly 
trust  to  God’s  assistance.  Do  say  a good 
Hail  Mary  for  me.  His  reputation  was  noth- 
ing to  him,  his  duty  was  all,  and  from  this 
nothing  could  deter  him.  A person  who  could 
not  succeed  in  making  him  give  an  unfit  advice 
to  another  under  his  care  threatened  to  give 
him  the  contents  of  his  revolver,  calmly  he 
answered  : When  you  please,  Sir.  Every  one 
knows  that  he  lost  his  life  through  love  of 
duty.  Was  he  not  preaching  daily  vrfEI.  the 
greatest  fervor  when  his  lungs  were  already 
affected,  and  his  head  raging  with  pain  ? And 
on  that  Sunday  morning  when  he  was  obliged 
to  yield  to  sickness,  he  wished  to  conceal  it 
from  every  one ; but  alas ! my  dear  friend, 
your  time  had  come,  you  were  now  ready  to  be 
sacrificed ; and  the  time  of  your  dissolution  was 
at  hand  ; you  had  fought  a good  fight ; you 
had  finished  your  course ; you  had  kept  the 
faith  ; for  the  rest  there  is  laid  up  for  you  a 
crown  of  justice,  which  the  Lord,  the  Just 
Judge,  will  render  to  you  at  that  day.  2 Tim. 
iv.  7. 
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Although  our  dear  departed  friend  excelled 
in  Christian  virtues,  yet  he  would  wish  to  be 
remarked  for  none.  No  one  more  than  he 
hated  a show  of  piety,  for  he  would  always  fear 
lest  there  would  be  more  hypocrisy  and  exhibi- 
tion of  self,  than  sincere  love  of  God,  in  all  such 
outward  marks.  Hence  long  faces  and  upturned 
eyes  he  would  laugh  at,  and  affected  expressions 
of  religion  in  social  conversation  were  perfectly 
nauseous  to  him.  But  his  true  love  of  God  would 
forcibly  show  itself  by  his  unaffected  pleasure 
at  something  edifying  being  brought  naturally 
into  the  conversation,  and  tears  have  been  seen 
rolling  down  his-  cheeks  in  hearing  mention 
made  of  our  Dear  Redeemer.  In  the  presence 
of  the  Saviour  in  the  Blessed  Sacrament  he  was 
pious  indeed ; he  seemed  to  annihilate  himself 
before  the  Lamb  of  God,  and  to  declare  his  love 
for  Him  by  the  expression  of  his  countenance. 
By  the  time  he  spent  before  the  Altar  he  seemed 
to  say  with  the  psalmist : How  lovely  are  Thy 

tabernacles,  0 Lord  of  hosts  ! . . . . The  sparrow 
hath  found  herself  a house  and  the  turtle  a nest 
for  herself. . . . Thy  altars,  0 Lord  of  hosts,  my 
King  and  my  God  ; blessed  are  they  that  dwell 
in  Thy  house,  0 Lord. 

0 what  a joyful  moment  for  him  when  he 
ascended  the  steps  of  that  blessed  altar  to  cele- 
brate, for  the  first  time,  the  adorable  sacrifice  of 
the  Mass  ! Writing  this  good  news  to  a friend 
he  said  : Once  in  my  life,  I have  known  what 
true  happiness  is.  His  lively  faith  and  ardent 
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love  ever  inspired  him  with  the  most  exalted  idea 
for  this  Divine  Sacrifice,  ever  filled  his  heart 
with  hope  and  consolation  daring  its  celebration, 
and  with  gratitude  during  his  prolonged  thanks- 
giving. The  last  act  of  his  life  was  the  celebra- 
tion of  the  Holy  Sacrifice,  and  from  the  altar 
he  came  to  his  bed  which  he  was  never  more  to 
leave.  Did  he  think  he  felt  any  bitterness  against 
a friend,  not  only  would  he  show  the  contrary 
by  acts  of  kindness  and  by  praying  for  him,  but 
by  offering  the  Holy  Sacrifice  in  his  behalf ; this 
he  frequently  did.  But,  0 what  a share  his 
penitents  must  have  had  in  his  prayers  and 
sacrifices  ! Many  an  hour  of  anxiety  did  they 
cause  him.  Their  salvation  he  considered  as  his 
great  affair  in  this  world  and  his  crown  in  the 
next.  When  he  would  be  telling  me  how 
joyfully  he  would  leave  this  world  of  miseries, 
he  would  say  : Yes,  if  I could  but  see  my  peni- 
tents savely  lodged  in  Heaven,  then  I would 
have  nothing  to  keep  me  here.  His  friends 
were  dear  to  him,  but  his  penitents,  his  spiritual 
children,  venture  not  a word  against  them  in 
his  presence.  Of  them  he  was  talking  during 
the  delirium  of  his  last  fever.  Why,  would  he 
say,  so  many  serious  faces  around  me  ! I know 
there  is  something  wrong  with  some  of  my 
penitents.  Now,  I will  have  no  nonsense,  I want 
to  know  all  about  my  penitents,  there  is  no 
reason  for  so  much  mystery.  But  now  that  he 
is  silent  in  the  grave,  that  his  noble  heart  beats 
no  more,  that  his  cold  lips  can  no  longer  utter 
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words  of  fiery  zeal,  will  he  lie  altogether  silent 
for  those  whom  he  loved  so  dearly  and  exhorted 
so  warmly  ? Will  they  not  still  hear  his  voice 
re-echoing  in  their  ears  ? Will  they  forget  his 
advices?  These  are  as  wholesome  now  as  when 
given.  The  eternal  truths  which  he  preached 
have  been  illustrated  in  himself.  He  preached 
on  the  shortness  of  life,  he  was  snatched  away 
from  us  in  the  vigor  of  his  age  ; of  the  judg- 
ment, he  has  been  judged  ; of  eternity,  he  now 
enjoys  its  endless  bliss.  He  has  really  preached 
by  word  and  example,  and  his  unexpected  death 
was  perhaps  the  most  eloquent  sermon  he  ever 
delivered.  I ask  those  who  at  that  awful  news 
felt  as  if  compelled  to  shake  off  the  chains  of 
their  sins,  and  I ask  those  thousands  who 
weeping  round  his  remains,  were  led  to  reflect 
seriously  on  the  nothingness  of  the  world  and  to 
raise  their  mind  to  something  better. 

My  dear  friend,  thou  didst  love  me  here,  is 
thy  love  not  stronger  and  purer  now  ? That 
sacred  fire  of  God’s  love  which  quickened  thy 
noble  soul  and  bound  it  so  intimately  to  thy 
friends  has  not  been  weakened  but  strengthened, 
not  quenched,  but  purified.  Faith  may  fail  by 
vision,  and  hope  by  possession,  but  charity 
never  faileth.  Therefore  we  are  friends  still,  we 
are  bound  together  by  the  communion  of  saints. 
I love  thee  and  have  prayed  for  thee.  Thou 
lovest  me  and  wilt  pray  for  me  in  and  through 
the  one  Redeemer  and  the  one  Mediator  between 
God  and  all  men  whether  in  this  world  or  the 
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next.  Thou  art  at  rest,  a thousands  thanks  to 
God  for  it,  but  thou  resteth  not  from  charity, 
which  is  thy  life,  nor  from  the  heavenly  alleluiahs 
which  thou  shall  eternally  sing. 

To  resume  the  history  of  the  Rev.  Fredrick 
Bakewell  in  a few  words : He  was  born  at 

Norwich,  County  of  Norfolk,  England,  on  the 
4th  of  April,  1828,  on  a Good  Friday.  He  was 
eleven  years  old  when  his  family  came  to  the 
States.  He  became  a Catholic  shortly  after 
his  brother  Robert,  and  entered  the  Theologi- 
cal Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice,  in  Montreal,  in 
1857.  He  was  ordained  priest  in  Paris  on  the 
eve  of  Trinity  Sunday,  on  the  14th  of  June, 
1862.  He  labored  over  seven  years  as  a 
member  of  the  Seminary  of  St.  Sulpice  in 
Montreal,  and  died  in  the  infirmary  of  that 
House  on  the  12th  of  December,  1869,  on  a 
Sunday  morning,  after  one  week  of  sickness 
at  the  age  of  41  years. 

May  his  soul  rest  in  peace  ! 


